CHAPTER 180 


October 24, 2011 


“You! You got some fuckin’ explaining to do!” 


So Justin finally found Naoto, an entire day later if he may add, much to his 
annoyance. He was supposed to deliver this letter to her, but he wasn’t blind. This 
letter had suspicious written all over it. But then, Justin quite frankly did not care 
what happened to Naoto in concerns to her personal life. Perhaps he should have 
given more of a damn given all the shit he had tried to cause with her, the fact that 
he had almost burned her house to the ground, but even then he just didn’t care 
about her. Dick move? Kinda. But then Justin was always a dick. But that was beside 
the point; Justin was livid with the detective right now, not because she had clearly 
found a way to get involved with some unsavory characters, but rather because she 
had done SOMETHING to get him dragged into it. That stranger clearly knew about 
Justin’s father, and he also knew about Naoto. Justin had pondered the matter for a 
great while as to where this stranger could possibly have gotten that information. 
And then it occurred to him; who else did he know this stranger knew who was in 
possession of that information. Why none other than Shirogane of course; and given 
that they were exchanging letters, they seemed to be in pretty good cahoots here. 
Naoto had fucked him and his family over one too many times as it was; he wasn’t 
going to let her just sell his private information to the goddamn black market. 


Naoto jumped slightly as the voice of Justin burst through the hallway behind her. 
Even a detective like her couldn’t be aware of everything all the time, and this was 
one of the exceptions in which even her keen deductive skills could not have alerted 
her to Justin’s presence. She sighed with slight relief once she realized it was Justin, 
heart beating way too fast from having the living shit scared out of her before she 
turned around. She was needless to say not very pleased by Justin’s interruption, for 
a number of reasons really. The first was, of course, he was incredibly pissed off, 
which was never a good sign. Second was she didn’t like being snuck up on like 
that. And third? Well it was Justin. She didn’t want to be THAT person, but let’s be 
fair; she had never had a single positive encounter with Justin. Perhaps that was her 
own fault for engaging him in the first place. If she knew he got that angry over 
something so ridiculous, if he could hold a grudge this long, she would have just 
went about her investigation through other means. But alas, she had to push her 
luck, and as a result, the tension between them seemed as if it would never end. 
God knows she had tried enough to get Justin to chill the fuck out; but by this point, 
she had given up all hope of being on good terms with the man. 


“| beg your pardon?” Naoto questioned with curiosity. She was of course clueless of 
what it was Justin wanted. Even though Justin suspected the opposite to be true, she 
had never met the man in question; hell she didn’t even know said man existed. As 


far as she knew Justin was just on another one of his pissy fits, and she just so 
happened by the subject of his anger again. Why was it that no matter what she did 
somehow she managed to tick Justin off. Damned if you do, damned if you don’t she 
supposed. Justin puffed hot air out of his nose before quickly slipping his hand into 
his pocket and ripping out the envelope he had been handed the day prior. In a way 
he was relieved to find Naoto if only to get this thing out of his pocket; but that 
doesn’t change the fact he was still furious about all of this. He had enough shit 
going on in his life without Naoto causing more trouble for him. 


“You want to explain why you’re little friend knows about my family!?” Justin 
shouted with anger before tossing the envelope off to Naoto, pretty forcefully too 
given she had to recoil slightly from Justin shoving the slip of paper into her arms. 
Damn near knocked her hat off actually, though that might have to do with her hat 
being just a little too big for her head than Justin being forceful. Still, she wasn’t one 
for being pushed around, especially for something she was completely clueless 
about, and especially something she had nothing to do with. Hell she didn’t know 
what this envelope was for and she certainly had no idea what Justin was rambling 
on about in regards to his family or a friend of Naoto’s. Truth be told she didn’t have 
much in the ways of real friends, only work acquaintances. Just the mere notion of 
calling whoever it was Justin was referring to as her friend was insulting in and of 
itself. 


“I'm afraid | don’t have the slightest clue who or what you’re referring to.” Naoto 
countered with annoyance before turning her attention to envelope, eyeing it fora 
brief moment before sliding her finger under the slit to open the paper packaging 
up. Justin grunted with annoyance, growling under his breath at Naoto as she 
precariously opened the envelope. He wasn’t in the mood for her games; he just 
wanted to know who it was that had known about his family, and why. And more 
importantly, was this going to be a problem? Justin was going to speak up again, 
continuing to barrage her with questions about the man’s identity when Naoto’s 
expression soon shifted to one of great shock and surprise. This was not what she 
had expected to receive in the envelope, and especially not from Justin of all 
people. “Uh... Pardon me, but... Who gave this to you?” 


“You tell me.” Justin rebutted again. By this point Naoto was starting to lose her 
patience. If Justin had any resemblance of a brain, clearly he would have been able 
to tell Naoto had NO idea who it was Justin had received this letter from. Constantly 
implying she was in on whatever it was this mystery man had done to piss Justin off 
so much was probably one of the most illogical deductions she had ever heard. But 
then, Justin thought everything that came out of Naoto’s mouth was the most 
illogical deduction HE had ever heard, so it seemed it was all a matter of 
perspective. In the end it was irrelevant anyway. This man clearly knew stuff he 
shouldn’t have, and it was all connected to Naoto in some way or another, though 
as to what Naoto had yet to acknowledge. It was clear she knew what this was 
about in some regard, however. 


“I told you prior | don’t know whom it is you’re talking about. | don’t know who this 
is or what he did to irritate you as much as he has, but | suspect he’s just as much 
my problem as he is yours. Now I'll ask you again, what was this person like?” Naoto 
questioned a second time, irritation in her voice. She was the victim in all of this 
after all, she didn’t like being treated like the culprit as well. Well, now it seemed 
she had gotten a taste of her own medicine, hadn’t she. All the same Justin simply 
glared at her for a while, and Naoto glared right back. It was a moment before he 
sighed, releasing the tension in his brow. He didn’t know what was going on, but 
Naoto was being pretty damn vocal about this not being her responsibility; and that 
could mean one of several things. It could indicate that Justin had caught her red 
handed and she was trying to shift responsibility in a last ditch attempt at getting 
out of there in one piece; but alas, she wasn’t really PANICKING as she objected to 
Justin’s accusations. She just sounded irate, as if she felt she had repeated herself 
one too many times, as if she were angered to be accused. And Justin could 
understand that all too well. As much as it pained Justin to admit, it seemed she 
very well might have had nothing to do with this after all. But that did mean he still 
needed to figure out where this guy got this information, and what exactly he 
planned to use it for. After all, a man as cloak and dagger as that surely had 
SOMETHING sinister up his sleeve. And Justin suspected that much Naoto may have 
had an idea. 


“Old guy, dressed in all black and sunglasses. He seemed to know a lot about us; 
more specifically my family...” Justin crossed his arms and leaned back against a 
wall, sighing slightly. “You really don’t know who this guy is?” He questioned after a 
brief moment of silence, save the sound of Naoto’s shoes tapping against the 
hallway floor as she paced about trying to ponder the matter. She shook her head a 
bit, eyes still examining the letter, searching for anything that could give them an 
indication of their mysterious stranger’s true identity. Alas, it seemed they were 
going to have to stick with ‘weird guy who likes shadows,’ or ‘pedophile man.’ There 
was just nothing there to follow. Literally, the card was completely blank. What was 
the point of all of this? Naoto couldn’t say for certain, but she got a feeling this was 
her culprit mocking her. 


“Hmm... | suspect | might, though not in the manner you believe me to. If you could 
indulge me a moment of your time...” Naoto requested, as if afraid to go on with 
someone like Justin. After all, surely Justin had no intention of involving himself in 
these matters. Especially not matters that were in fact rather personal to Naoto. It 
concerned her slightly that Justin might have also been at risk of suffering the same 
fate her estate had, though she'd be lying if she said she wasn’t sure he’d really be 
at risk. Plus, she’d be more concerned about Maya. God knows Naoto had done 
enough to hurt the poor girl, and while she still had some pretty deep suspicions 
about Maya’s involvement in the Burned Man case, she supposed that was 
irrelevant to the fact that Naoto had damaged her in a way that could not be 
reversed. Even a criminal didn’t deserve that kind of fate. 


“Whoever this fucker is he knows way more than he should about my father. | don’t 
think | really have a choice to ignore this.” Justin remarked with irritation; not 
necessarily towards Naoto, but rather the man he suspected had less than good 
intent for that kind of information. What could someone use knowing Justin’s dad 
was in the FBI? He wasn’t quite sure himself, but he was sure there were plenty of 
people out there who hated the FBI enough that that kind of information leaking out 
could be dangerous, though to what extent when they were in Japan and thus the 
FBI had no jurisdiction here, Justin couldn’t say for sure. Regardless, he couldn’t risk 
it; he needed to put a stop to this before it got out of hand. Naoto couldn’t help but 
smile for a moment. Justin wasn’t doing this to help her of course, but it was nice to 
have backup on this; even if it was from a complete psychopath. 


“Very well... Where to begin then... Well, a couple of days ago, someone broke into 
the Shirogane estate. My room was targeted, and several items pertaining to me 
were stolen from both my and Grampa's inventory. | don't know about those, but 
my belongings aren't of any particular value, so | simply filed it as a police report 
and left it at that. But this card... | suspect it may have to do with the crime that 
occurred at my residence.” Naoto remarked, raising the envelope up so that Justin 
could see it; as if he hadn’t been carrying it around all day today and yesterday. 
Still, Justin did stare a bit at the stiff piece of paper she had been handed. He was 
curious what it was for. From the sounds of it now, the man who had approached 
Justin may have been their thief. That only went to concern Justin though. He didn’t 
need a criminal in possession of his family’s history. More importantly however, 
there was the possibility that the criminal knew a little more than just his father. 
Justin couldn’t risk this fucker trying to start shit with him or his sister. The quicker 
he got thrown behind bars, the quicker. 


“What’s it say?” Justin questioned after a moment, making a slight gesture with his 
head towards the card. Naoto just smiled, almost mildly amused by the 
circumstances. This was hardly evidence of any kind; if anything it was all a sick 
joke mocking the detective, but despite these being some pretty severe 
circumstances, there as just something so amusing about all of this. 


“That’s just it.” Naoto remarked before slowly spinning the card around between 
her index and middle finger, showing off the other side of the slip she had received 
from Justin but a moment earlier. “Nothing. As you can see, nothing is written on it. 
It's just a plain white card. But it does feel a bit stiff, given its thinness... Without 
any indication of its contents, however, | have no idea who sent it.” Naoto shook her 
head with slight disappointment. It was funny that the card was completely blank, if 
only because it almost seemed like a challenge had been issued to her. It wasn’t 
really a game when a crime had been committed, but even Naoto would admit she 
enjoyed being challenged from time to time, even in regards to investigations. 


“So either our culprit is out of his mind or he’s illiterate. Either way, that’s one hell 
of a message. Or lack there of.” Justin remarked, raising his eyebrow with curiosity 


at the card. Who just sent someone a blank card like that? There had to be more to 
it; no one would have gone through all the trouble of getting this delivered unless 
there was a purpose. Unless the purpose was just to set Justin on guard; but even 
then what would that have to do with Naoto? Why even have the card delivered in 
the first place? He could have left it at knowing Justin’s father if it was just about 
Justin and his family. But it was pretty obvious that wasn’t the case. The card had to 
be significant in some regard, but what? Was something pressed between the layers 
of paper or something? How would that even work. Whatever it was, Naoto seemed 
to be amused anyway, giggling slightly to herself before slipping the letter back into 
the envelope. 


“One would expect there to be more.” Naoto remarked with intrigue, though also 
child-like glee. Why she was finding this so amusing, Justin couldn’t tell. Nor could 
he tell whether he should be pleased she wasn’t being such a hardass for once or 
pissed that she wasn’t taking something so personal to him like a joke. This wasn’t 
funny to him; but then, nothing about Naoto was funny, so what did he expect. He’d 
just have to put up with her amusement in his misfortune for the time being. He’d 
be sure to give her plenty of shit for it once this all got sorted out. Naoto smiled 
before slipping the card back into the envelope. “I’m going to see what else | can 
decipher from this.” 


“And what do we do until then?” Justin questioned with slight annoyance. He wasn’t 
going to just sit back while Naoto fucked around with that card. This was something 
that could be very dangerous in the wrong hands, and they couldn’t even tell if their 
culprit was of a sane mind set. That’s probably what concerned Justin the most. This 
man could be a totally nutso. For all Justin knew, this fucker could be trying to break 
into his house to shank him right now... And of course Justin just realized he still 
kept the keys under his doormat for Maya; because god forbid she just carry them 
around with her. To be fair, she lost almost everything in her pockets though, so he 
could kind of understand the reluctance to carry something so valuable around ina 
baggy hoodie jacket. That wasn’t the point though; the point was this guy could end 
the both of them if he wanted to; it was just a matter of seeing how long he was 
going to play this game... and if the game was rigged from the start. 


“For the moment all you need to do is be vigilant; try to remember anything you 
can about the culprit that could help us identify him.” Naoto ordered before slipping 
the envelope into her jacket pocket and turning about to strut away. She needed to 
get on this right away now knowing that it wasn’t just her that was at risk anymore. 
She didn’t see the problem with having a public reputation as law enforcement; 
after all, that’s the kind of life she lived for half her life. But if Justin didn’t want to 
lead that lifestyle, so be it. She’d do whatever she could in her power to prevent 
that information from leaking any further than it had. “Oh and senpai; one last 
thing?” 


“Yeah?” 


“Make sure to lock your windows.” 


